PATCHWORK                                         "A"
most of which would have been innocuous, simply
to give offence.
After all, too, anonymous letters obviously can't
even reflect the opinion of any but curs. I dislike
postcards more than letters. Mary picks them up
and is worried by them, though she finds them
funnier than I do, and wants to make a collection.
The pupil I dismissed is appealing about a great
deal. I get letters about him from Bombay and
Delhi, and fiddle-de-dee, and he writes to me every
day himself, his language more picturesque each
time. Perhaps he writes the anonymous letters too.
India is no place for me. Why did I ever come?
There is more lying, dirt, meanness and cowardice
than I would have believed possible in any com-
munity, and yet it is not just foul, it is sad, too,
this people, these many peoples, struggling to
be articulate and trusting themselves to this genera-
tion of half-baked undergraduates for prophets and
spokesmen.
All India is unknowing how it is daily sold by
its young men, these puppies who alone are able to
be articulate at all, and that because their fathers
have done an honest life's work, that their sons may
yell away a constitution on the strength of an
Indian University Degree.